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The ring and the byrny, and bade him well brook

them:

Thou art the end-leaving of all of our kindred,
The Waegmundings; Weird now hath swept all

away

Of my kinsmen, and unto the doom of the Maker
The earls in their might; now after them shall I.
That was to the aged lord youngest of words
Of his breast-thoughts, ere ever he chose him the

bale,
The  hot battle-wellings;  from  his  heart  now

departed
His soul, to seek out the doom of the soothfast.

XXXIX. WIGLAF CASTETH SHAME ON
THOSE FLEERS.

BUT   gone  was  it  then  with   the  unaged
man                                                              2820

Full hard that there he beheld on the earth
The liefest of friends at the ending of life,
Of bearing most piteous. And likewise lay his bane
The Earth-drake, the loathly fear, reft of his life,
By bale laid undone : the ring-hoards no longer
The Worm, the crook-bowed, ever might wield;
For soothly the edges of the irons him bare off,
The hard battle-sharded leavings of hammers,